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Tie Trdgt^ ef 

B ut for thy world enioying but this lancl> 

Is it not m ore then (liame to (hamc it fo? 

Land-lord ofEngland artthou now not, Hot King, 
Thy ftatcoflaw IS bondflaue to the law, „ 

And thou. 

JKmg. Ah lunatkkc Icane-wittcd fbolc. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareftvvithlhy frozen admonition 
Malcejpale our cheeke, chafing thcroyall blood 
nirie from his natiuc rcfidence. 

Now by my Scatcs right royall maieftic 
Wert thou not brother to great e<^ 4 r<^jfbnnc, 

This tongucthatrunnes fo roundly in thy head, 
Should runne thy head from thy vnreuerent Ihoulders. 

Gaunt .Oh fparc me noi my brother Edvrards fonne, 
For that I was his father Edvpnrds fonne : 

That blood already,tike the Pcllican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly caro w ft: 

My brother Glaccfler, plaine well meaning foulc. 
Whom faire bcfallin heauen mongft happy foulct. 
May be a prefident and witnes good. 

That thou rcfpe Aft not fpilling Edwardt blood, 
loyne with the prefent ficknes that I haue. 

And thy vnkindnei be like crooked age, 

T o crop at once a too long withered flower. ; ■ ■ 

Liue in thy fhame,but die not /hamc with thee : V > 
Thefe W<^es hereafter,thy tormentors be: 

Conuay me to my bed,thcn to my graue, 

Loue they to liuc,that loue and honour haue. 


End. 


And let them dic,that age and fullenshaiie, 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

Terkf. I do befecch your Maieftic impute his words ■ 
To way ward ficklynes and age in him : 

Hcloues you on my lift:, and holder you deere, 

As Harry Duke of Herford, were he he 


leere. 


Right,you fay true j as titrfwdt loue, (b his : 
As thcj^$,fontiae,andoeasitis. 


jQckard the 

Xmg, Whatfaycshcc? , 

Nothing, all IS 5 

His tongue is no w a ftringlcfle inftrument, 
Wordes5ife,and all,old Uncafierh^h fpent. 

rwh’ Bcrorl^u thenextthatmuftbebanckroutfo, 

Though Death be pDorc,it ends a mortall wo. ^ _ 

iCi»| Thcripeft Fruitefirftfalles.andfodothhc i 
Histime is fpent, our pilgrimagcmuftbc : 
Somuchforthat.Nowfor our Warres : 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes, 

Which liue like venomei where no y enome ellc . 

Butonelythey,hauepriuiledgctohuc. , - ' 

And for thefe great affayres do aske feme charge. 

Towards our afsiftance wc do feaze to vs, . 

The Platc,Coy ne,Rcucncues, and moue^to 

Whereof our Vnckie^<w«t did ftandpollelt. • 

Torke^ How long ihall I be patient? Ah ho w long 

Shall tender duetiemakerae fufferwrong? 

NotGloccftcrs death, nor Herfords banifliment, 
Nor Gaunts rebukcs,nor Englands priuate wrongs. 

Nor thepreuention of poore Bullingbrookc 
About his marriagc,nor my ovvne difgrace, 

Haue eucr made me fovver my patient cheeke, 

Or bend oncwrincklc on my Soueraignes face: 

I am thclaft of the noble fonnes, 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In Warre, was neuer Lion ragde more fierce: 

In Peace, was aeuer gentle Lambe more milde 
Then was that young and princely Gentleman : 
His face thou haft, for eucn fo lookt he, 
Accomphfht with a number of thy houres 5 
But when he frowned, it was againft the French, 
And not againft his Fricndcs : his noble hand 
Did winne what he did fpend,and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant Fathers hand had vyonne: 
His hands were guiltie of no kinredblood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne. . , 
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